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surpassed. Listen to this, afterwards reprinted as "Summer Dawn" in the volume entitled "The Defence of Guenevere."
" Pray but one prayer for me 'twixt thy closed lips, Think but one thought of me, up in the stars The summer night waneth, the morning light slips Faint and grey twixt the leaves of the aspens."
He never wrote anything more beautiful and stately than those lines.
Once more, he is already overwhelmed with the love of colour; in the garden of his dreams the birds are: " Oh such birds 1 gold and ruby and emerald." Then: " we caught glimpses of the great golden corn sea, waving, waving, waving, for leagues and leagues; and among the corn grew burning scarlet poppies and blue corn flowers." And his love of the quietness of the fall of the year is also there: he writes of "A glorious autumn day, a day soft with melting golden haze: a vine and a rose grew together/' That love of voluptuous beauty is thus revealed in his earliest work; and there is already his fascination for the wildly savage battle in his poem " Winter Weather."
" There he lay dying, He had for his lying A spear in his traitorous mouth; A false tale made he Of my true, true lady. But the spear went through his mouth."
In 1854, when he was twenty-one, Morris went for a holiday to Northern France; which he repeated thestry or on parchment or in words) with many flowers and histories.
